CHAPTER 77 


June 30, 2011 


“Tickets please.” 


Justin and Chie were quickly trying to make their way through the theatre. Justin 
passed the tickets off at the ticket booth, some guy guarding the entrance to the 
theatre like it held the world’s most valuable diamond. You would have thought he 
would think Justin and Chie weren’t trying to sneak in; what with the wheelchair 
being inconspicuous as fuck. How the hell was he going to sneak in with that? Still, 
rules are rules, so Justin sat there as the employee checked the information out on 
the card; most likely so they didn’t try to sneak off to another movie or something. 


Chie’s eyes seemed to shift around the room frantically as the man scanned their 
tickets; Justin leaning a bit on the handles he used to push the chair around. Thank 
god he was a bit of a light-weight, otherwise he might have knocked the damn chair 
over; even with Chie sitting in it and weighing the thing down. Justin just sort of 
watched as the man took his sweet time reading things off. Must have figured they 
weren’t going anywhere anytime soon or something. He was honestly a bit 
annoyed; he could tell Chie was getting a little hot under the collar sitting around 
like this while this guy went through all sorts of tests to check authenticity. She 
didn’t want to be in the chair as it was. 


Justin turned his eyes away from the slow-ass employee for a moment, instead 
starring at Chie. Her face was beat red, and she was slumping down slightly, trying 
to hide the best she could in the chair. She tried to burrow her face into the neck of 
her jumpsuit, hiding her identity from the strangers around her. She had been 
wearing her green jacket today despite how incredibly hot it was. She was just 
going to wear a tank top she had, but then she noticed you could still see a bulge 
around where the bandages on her stomach were; so she threw the jacket on over 
it. It was baggy enough that you couldn’t see where the gauss wraps were. She 
didn’t WANT to wear it, mind you. It was hot as fuck; but she just couldn’t bare 
people starring at her ribcages. Justin sighed a bit. Maybe this wasn’t such a good 
idea after all. He should have just brought the tickets back and got them for another 
day when her rib was better. At least then Chie wouldn’t be trying to vanish into 
thin-air; like that would solve anything. After a brief while, the employee passed the 
ticket back. 


“Theatre 2-B, just to my right. Do you need special seating by any chance?” Chie 
just seemed to sink in to her chair further. Great; now people were treating her like 
she couldn’t do anything by herself. She knew this was a bad idea; she just KNEW it. 
Justin could not have been quicker on the draw to that response; knowing damn 


well Chie did not approve of people starring at her like some sort of cripple who 
needed help doing everything. 


“No, that’s fine, thanks.” Justin shouted, practically ripping the ticket out of his hand 
before pushing the wheel chair around the corner, swiftness to his feet. They still 
needed to get snacks mind you, but he figured it would be better to get her in her 
seat beforehand. Sitting in line with that chair was not going to do wonders for her 
self-esteem. Chie meanwhile felt her cheeks practically burning as he pushed her 
along as quickly as he could. 


“This is SO embarrassing...” She muttered to herself, looking down towards her lap 
in shame. 


“Il know, | know. I’m really sorry.” Justin apologized frantically trying to get Chie into 
the theatre as soon as possible. He was really just embarrassed he hadn’t been able 
to keep his end of the deal. He said they’d get her in quick. That didn’t really 
happen. And while no one she knew was there, Chie still felt like people were 
starring at her, judging her. She was mortified to say the least. She knew Justin was 
trying, she really did; but that really didn’t change the fact that she was shamed by 
the glances she was getting from strangers as they passed by. 


“It’s not your fault...” Chie sighed a bit as Justin continued to push her; 
straightening up slightly as she noticed a distinct lack of people on the stretch to 
their theatre. Not to mention once they got inside, it would be too dark for anyone 
to really see her. She did appreciate what he was trying to do; hell she was excited 
to see the movie, it was just... embarrassing. No other word could better describe 
the position she had found herself in. 


“No... No it is.” Justin sighed slightly before pushing the chair around the corner and 
into the theatre. Chie was a bit confused to be honest. It WASN'T Justin’s fault; she 
didn’t know why he thought it was. Furthermore, he seemed so out of it today. He 
looked excited to be dragging her along the last few days, but today? His face was 
red, his eyes lacked that shine they shone when they were together. He just 
seemed so... lifeless. Thinking about it now, Chie honestly felt a little bad. She didn’t 
know if she was to blame for Justin’s mood change; but if she was, she was more 
than a little apologetic. The two finally stopped as they made it to the aisle, 
prepared to take their seats. Luckily for Justin, they were up in the back. No doubt 
Chie preferred that; she’d stay out of sight back there. 


Justin breathed out slightly as they came to a stop at the top of the ramp, their 
seats just in front of them. They, once again thankfully, had end seats; so this would 
be an easier transition. “Alright, give me a hand here.” Justin spoke silently to Chie 
as he extended his arms to grab a hold of her; read y to pick her up and place her in 
her seat. Chie nodded slightly, grabbing Justin around his neck as he lifted her up, 
using all his strength before repositioning the two of them and putting Chie in her 
seat. By the time he was done, Chie’s face was a little red. It was a bit more 


embarrassing doing that in the back of a theatre than she had thought... Though, 
was it really embarrassment or something else? She had those butterflies in her 
stomach again; and she couldn’t quite explain why. Justin sighed a bit before 
bending his spine backwards, stretching his muscles abit as he reestablished his 
stance. He had slight scoliosis, at least, according to his doctors, so carrying Chie 
around was sort of a pain on his back. It took him a few seconds before he was back 
to his normal self, standing with the slightest curve in his spine, hands in his jacket 
pockets. 


“Thanks...” Chie whispered slightly, her cheeks growing a bit hotter as the word left 
her mouth. Not that there was anything to be embarrassed about, mind you. It only 
took like five seconds... No, this wasn’t embarrassment acting up right now. 
Gratitude might be a bit of an understatement as well. No, affection might be the 
best way to describe it. Justin’s eyes widened only slightly at the remark. Even in 
the darkness her bright red cheeks shone through like a Christmas tree in a cave. 


“Oh uh... No problem.” Justin choked up, his cheeks starting to match hers. He only 
seemed to get embarrassed anytime her face gave away what her heart was 
thinking. She really had to wonder sometimes; is he embarrassed, or is there more 
to the color of his cheeks than she was led to believe. She really hoped it was the 
latter; she didn’t want them being together to embarrass Justin... Jusitn coughed 
Slightly, clearing his mind, though not the coloration of his cheeks. “I’m going to get 
the snacks; what do you want?” Justin asked, the pacing in his voice slightly slower 
than usual. 


“Oh, you don’t need to get me anything.” Chie blushed slightly at the offer. Justin 
had done enough as it was. He bought the tickets, he pushed her around for the last 
fifteen minutes trying to get her inside; hell he even helped her into her seat. She 
didn’t want him to spend a single dime more on her than he already had. Kind of 
ironic now that she looked back in retrospect. So that’s why Justin always got so 
pissed about me lending him money... 


“You're right, | don’t. | want to. Now come on, spill it.” Justin smiled slightly, joking 
around with her. She smiled a bit seeing Justin’s mood lighten up. He still had this 
slightly gloomy look in his eyes, but at least he was smiling. Chie chuckled slightly, 
some tension in her chest releasing in the process. It hadn’t really struck her till 
now how worried she had been about him; about his sour demeanor. 


“Just a Dr. Fizz.” Chie eventually spoke up. She still didn’t want to spend a single 
cent of Justin’s money; but he was going to bug her until she said something 
anyway. Might as well just make it something small, right? Justin smirked slightly, 
turning his body towards the end of the aisle and towards the exit. 


“Dr. Fizz it is.” Justin remarked. And also a large popcorn. He wasn’t going to Say it 
knowing damn well that Chie would probably jump out of her seat to stop Justin if he 


did. Not really a good thing to do with a broken rib. He gave a quick nod of his head 
before proceeding down the steps; his smile fading back away with every step. 


It took a while before he made it back out to the snack bar; especially considering 
he had to explain Chie’s condition to the guard that had let him in earlier. He DID 
need to be able to get back in, after all; and if he had reason to go in before 
grabbing everything, then he should have had no trouble going in and out. And then 
there was standing in line; holy crap did that seem to take forever. Hell, Justin had 
damn near had a heart attack when he felt in his pockets while waiting in line for his 
money. He didn’t feel anything at first; though turns out, he had just stuck his hands 
in the wrong pockets. He kept his cash in his pants, not his jacket. Amazing what 
impatience can make you forget. 


Time passed, and Justin impatiently waited in line, his arms crossed as he tried to 
keep himself from fidgeting about. Oh how he’d love to pace about; but then he’d 
lose his spot in line. Still; as impatient as he was, even he had to come to a stop 
when he made his way to the third spot in line; an all too familiar voice echoing 
from the front. 


“Large Popcorn and a Watermelon Soda, please.” 


Justin peaked his head around the corner; completely unsure if he had heard right. 
He had. Right in the front, ordering snacks for whatever movie it was he was 
watching was Yosuke. Justin wasn’t sure whether he should be surprised or 
confused. | mean, there was no rule saying they couldn’t go to the movies at the 
same time, but something about this just seemed fishy to him. | mean, what movie 
could Yosuke possibly trying to see on a Thursday. Last time he checked, Yosuke 
didn’t like Trial of the Dragon. 


“Yosuke?” Justin choked up, his head still peaking around the man in front of him. 
After noticing that the two were talking to each other, however, he soon stepped to 
the side, allowing Justin to have a clear view of him. And take his spot apparently. 
He was more than a little appreciative as he gave a quick nod and smile at the 
stranger. Whoever it was, he was a nice guy by his book. Yosuke... Well, Yosuke 
jumped up slightly as he heard Justin’s voice from behind him. He did not expect 
that at all. Good thing he hadn’t had his food yet, otherwise it would spill all over 
the place. 


“Holy crap, Justin! Where the hell did you come from?” Yosuke tried to keep himself 
from causing too much of a scene as Justin walked up to him, confusion in his eyes. 


“Behind you. What are you doing here?” Justin asked. He had assumed Yosuke was 
up to some sort of big scheme. | mean, come on. Going to the same movie theatre 
at the same time on the same day of the week, that day being THURSDAY, mind 
you; too much of a coincidence for Justin. But alas, coincidences do happen, and 


this was one of them. Yosuke rubbed at the back of his head slightly, looking away 
from Justin and off into the distance. 


“Well, I'm here to see a movie...” Yosuke remarked under his breath. Justin didn’t 
quite believe him though. 


“What movie?” 


“Uh, w-well, you see...” Yosuke stuttered. Justin just sighed in slight anger; he didn’t 
need Yosuke to answer his question. He had other ways of finding out. Like taking 
the tickets straight out of his hands and reading off what he needed to, holding 
Yosuke back using the palm of his hand all the while. Justin’s eyes widened with 
disbelief as he read the strip of paper that dangled from his fingers right now. Well, 
two strips of paper. Why exactly did Yosuke need two tickets anyway? 


“You're seeing Trial of the Dragon 2?” Justin almost laughed a bit a he handed 
Yosuke the tickets back. Yosuke in turn immediately hid them in his jacket pocket, 
his face slightly red. He had been purposely trying to hide what movie he was 
watching. He had pretty much acted like he hated this shit in front of all his friends, 
but in all honesty; he loved it. That DVD Chie lent him... Every bad thing he said 
about it that day Chie had been fangasming over the sequel was a lie. He fucking 
loved that movie. And when she said there was going to be a sequel... Well, he had 
immediately started doing research on it. And got tickets a couple of weeks in 
advance. 


“Hey, shut up.” Yosuke mumbled his hand still burrowed in his jackets as he tried to 
hide the tickets as best he could. Like anyone else could see. Justin had been 
smirking in amusement for a brief moment, until he realized something. Yosuke was 
seeing the same movie as Chie and Justin. Which meant... Oh for the love of god. Is 
it so much to ask that we get to do something together without someone barging 
in!? Yosuke’s face was still red when he eventually turned around to pick up his 
food. You would think that would be the end of the conversation, but he simply 
stepped to the side to continue the conversation as Justin placed his order. 


“Large popcorn, large Coke and a large Doctor Fizz.” Justin said to the man behind 
the counter before turning his attention to Yosuke. Yosuke had raised his eyebrows 
slightly as he heard Justin order. One; Justin didn’t like Dr. Fizz. Two; why the hell 
was he ordering two drinks? Unless... Oh. OH. 


“Il take it Chie dragged you along to her movie.” Yosuke chuckled slightly. He was 
expecting Justin to get pissed off; after all, he almost always did when Yosuke said 
anything about the two in that light. Instead, he simply found Justin frowning, letting 
out some hot air out of his nose. 


“Other way around. She still can’t get out of bed on her own...” Justin sighed, his 
pupils shooting over to a stray floor tile off in the distance. Nothing different about it 


from the rest mind you; he just needed something to stare at other than Yosuke at 
the moment. Yosuke almost had to slap himself upside the head. He forgot all about 
Chie’s rib injury... Geeze, he must be the shittiest friend right now. 


“Sorry, slipped my mind... Though... How did you get her over here?” Yosuke 
questioned. He knew Justin was only here because Chie wanted to see the movie, 
that much was not being argued. He just didn’t know how Chie had managed to 
drag him along. 


“We had to put her in a wheelchair... She, uh... she wasn’t too happy about that...” 
Justin sighed a bit, crossing his arms. Yosuke bit at his bottom lip slightly. He could 
imagine. Justin didn’t really know it, but Yosuke and Chie had pretty much been the 
best of friends when he first moved to town; second to Yukiko of course. That sort of 
changed when Justin came along, but that was beside the point. Point was, he knew 
her well enough to know she wouldn't let that shit fly unless someone had managed 
to convince her otherwise. He also knew Justin felt bad about it, given the look on 
his face. 


“H-hey, don’t beat yourself up so much. I’m sure she really appreciates it.” Yosuke 
tried to reassure him. Justin could not seriously believe he was in a position where 
Yosuke had to cheer him up. Fucking. Yosuke. He just sighed a bit as Yosuke 
haphazardly tried to ease his concerns. He wasn’t very good at it either, mind you; 
but hell, he was trying. That counted for a lot more than you would think. Justin 
shook his head slightly. 


“That’s not really the problem.” Justin remarked, shooting his gaze back towards 
Yosuke, trying to fake a grin. It was, of course, a fake grin however, so it was 
immediately noticeable that he wasn’t really at ease with his troubles. “Don’t worry 
about it; it’s nothing big.” Justin remarked, turning around to hand some cash off to 
the man working the register as he grabbed his food and drinks. He could barely 
carry it all, but whatever. 


“Need some help with that?” Yosuke questioned, the two making their way away 
from the line. 


“Nah, I’m good.” Justin casually remarked, starring over the containers in his arms. 
“Alright, so you already know I’m here with Chie; who are YOU here with?” Justin 
remarked, remembering the second ticket in Yosuke’s pocket. Yosuke only seemed 
to blush a bit at the question Justin had let loose past his lips. It was a tough 
question to answer, for a couple of reasons really. Some of it had to do with who he 
was talking to; some of it had to do with just the topic itself. 


“Uh... W-well...” Yosuke would rub at the back of his head if he wasn’t busy carrying 
everything and reaching into his pocket to get the ticket he needed for admission. 
He only needed one. “I was going to ask someone, but they were busy...” Yosuke 
blushed a bit. It was only a slight fabrication; he had chickened out when he went to 


ask. He wasn’t very good with the ladies. Justin wasn’t sure whether he should be 
laughing or feel bad. He did both; smiling a bit as he delved deeper into Yosuke’s 
issue. 


“Well who were you going to ask?” Justin continued interrogating Yosuke, a sinister 
grin on his face. He didn’t care much for Yosuke’s love life, but he did care for 
busting his balls. In more ways than one! Yosuke just seemed to blush harder, 
though he did start wearing a glare. 


“N-none of your business.” He nervously deflected the question. Alright, clearly 
Justin wasn’t going to get him to talk about it. Still; it was fun watching him twitch in 
place as he tried to avoid the question. In all honesty, he was a bit curious though. 
He thought Yosuke had a thing for Saki. Seemed kind of early for him to get over 
her. 


“Alright, alright.” Justin laughed slightly. “So... You’re seeing the same movie as us, 
right?” 


“Yeah?” Yosuke questioned curiously, his face still a bit red from the previous line of 
questioning. 


“Where you sitting?” Please don’t be near us... 


“Up in the front.” Oh thank you god... Justin sighed in slight relief, as they made 
their way past the ticket checkpoint. The two were still walking when a thought 
struck Justin. He quickly turned to Yosuke, a frown on his face. 


“Hey, listen...” He choked up a bit. “Don’t mention the wheelchair to Chie if she 
sees you.” Yosuke shot his eyebrow up slightly. 


“Of course not. | Know how she gets.” Justin sighed a bit at Yosuke’s confirmation. 
“Thanks... And don’t get used to me thanking you, for the record.” 


“Believe me, | wasn’t.” 


Justin and Chie sat next to each other, tub of popcorn between the two as they 
watched the movie broadcasting on the screen in front of them. Justin wasn’t really 
into it. The choreography was amazing as always, but he just couldn’t get behind 
the senseless violence without the plot. And this was saying something coming from 
a Saw fan. Still, he smiled and played along for Chie’s sake. This was her day, not 
his; and goddammit, he’d make her happier than she had ever been before today if 
it killed him. And if that meant sitting through this bullshit, he would happily oblige. 
After all; so long as Chie was happy, he’d be happy. Still, that didn’t mean he was 
completely oblivious to his usual methods of finding a good time at the movie 
theatre. Besides from watching a movie, mind you. 


The movie followed the tail of Kakashi’s son from the first Trial of the Dragon; out to 
get revenge for his father’s death. And that’s pretty much all there was story wise. 
After that it was all ‘you can’t stop me,’ karate chops and decapitations, and then 
him shouting father at the top of his lungs. Then more decapitations. Oh man, Chie 
really got worked up over those decapitations. Never before had he seen her so 
excited. She damn near shouted from her seat whenever it happened with glee. She 
didn’t of course. Justin did. By the sixth or seventh decapitations in the film, Justin 
cupped his hands around his mouth shouting out to the theatre. 


“That’s no way to get a head in life!” He joked. A small portion of the theatre 
laughed, and most of the rest smiled slightly. There wasn’t much in terms of plot 
development in this movie; so they didn’t really have any reason to be pissed off at 
the vocal interruption. Well, try telling that to Chie anyway. She had tried to jab him 
with her elbow, her face red with embarrassment as the remark left his mouth. He 
knew he was joking, so it wasn’t that she was pissed off. Not particularly pleased 
either, but certainly not pissed. Still, wnen she went to jab at him, she twisted her 
abdomen the wrong way, her rib crying out in pain, as she fell short of making 
collision with Justin’s side, instead falling slightly towards his lap before he managed 
to catch her on the way down. 


“Oh crap, I’m so sorry.” Justin gasped slightly as Chie grabbed at her rib in pain, 
breathing heavily in pain. Her head was but inches away from his, so he could hear 
every noise coming out of her mouth, every breath she took. She was clearly in 
pain, no doubt about it. Maybe sitting her up in a theatre wasn’t the best idea. Even 
worse pissing her off. She just sat there breathing for a moment before regaining 
her composure. 


“It’s alright...” No it wasn’t. It was just another way Justin had managed to fuck her 
over. And Justin knew it; sadness growing in his eyes again as he helped her back to 
her sitting position, her rib killing her as she slowly made her way back to her seat. 
“Thanks...” She mumbled a bit, as Justin let loose his hold on her, still starring at her 
a bit from his seat; her face inches away from his. You would think they two were 
going to kiss at the distance apart they were; but alas no. This wasn’t quite as 
romantic as Justin had imagined, and besides... He didn’t deserve it. Here he was 
hurting Chie again. Everything he did for her always seemed to go to shit. He just 
sighed a bit before turning back towards the screen. 


The movie continued, and it wasn’t long before Chie started to lighten back up; the 
pain in her rib cage subsiding slowly over time. And besides, she couldn’t be upset 
when she was watching the sequel to her favorite movie. Justin smiled only slightly 
out of the cracks of his mouth. He couldn’t be completely upset while Chie was as 
cheerful as she was... But he still felt bad, empty. This wasn’t the way it was 
supposed to be. The two were supposed to be jabbing at each other, having a ball... 
Instead all he was doing was hurting her every time he opened his goddamn mouth. 


Trial of the Dragon 2 didn’t end for a good hour or so after that scene between the 
two, and when it did... Well, Justin just felt like even bigger shit. Apparently the 
protagonist learned that revenge isn’t everything, or some bullshit, and ended up 
sacrificing himself to save some stranger the bad guy was trying to kill. Chie had 
been clapping as the scene ended, as though this were cinematic brilliance being 
showcased before her eyes. Justin... well, it just brought up bad memories of 
Saturday for him. This person, so obsessed for revenge had thrown his life away for 
a complete stranger... Justin couldn’t even do that for someone he loved. It’s only a 
movie, sure; and it was certainly played for drama... But that didn’t mean Justin 
couldn’t relate. And to a shitty kung-fu movie with no character development or plot 
nonetheless. 


And so, the credits rolled, the two of them sitting there waiting for everyone to 
leave. Yosuke included, who had considered going up to see how Chie and Justin 
were doing, but ultimately decided against it. After all, for all he knew, they could 
be making out up there. And besides; he didn’t need to embarrass Chie. Person 
after person left as Chie talked up a shit storm about the movie to Justin; Justin all 
the while just nodding his head and answering with vague grunts. It wasn’t for a 
while that she caught on he wasn’t really with her right now; that he was deep in 
thought about something. Even longer for Justin to snap himself out of his state of 
self pity. 


| can’t change the past. | can’t change that Chie got hurt because of me. But | can 
make sure it won’t happen again. I'll be damned if I’m not strong enough to protect 
her when the time comes. I'd stake my life on it. 


“Hey, you alright?” Chie spoke up, just as Justin snapped himself out of his daze. No 
not particularly. But that didn’t matter. Yu was right; beating himself up over this 
wasn’t going to help anyone. He just had to prepare himself. Justin shook his head 
Slightly, a grin making its way to his face. 


“Yeah, sorry. Was just thinking about something.” Justin casually remarked, slight 
cheer in his voice. Chie was happy after all, was she not? Wasn’t that what he had 
set out to do when he dragged her here today? In his eyes; that was all he needed. 
He could grieve over himself some other time. “Alright, out of ten stars, how ma-“ 


“Ten.” Chie interrupted not so much as thinking about the question, flashing her 
teeth in a wide grin. Justin just sort of chuckled a bit. Sounded like the Chie he knew 
and loved had come back out to play, her smile shining through like a candle in the 
darkness. Hell, she looked like a child in a candy store. Which might explain why 
Justin felt the need to stick his hand out and ruffle her hair a bit; like she was some 
six year old showing him something she made in art class. She didn’t mind though; 
hell she had actually blushed a bit. That smile never faded a bit. 


“That’s just like you.” Justin chuckled slightly. Chie continued to blush though the 
wide tooth-flashing grin soon gave way to just a smile. 


“Hey, what do you mean ‘just like me’?” She joked slightly. “Idiot.” 


“Oh whoa. We'’re resulting to name calling now?” Justin laughed a bit. “Alright, two 
can play that game, dummy.” 


“Jerk.” 

“Jackass.” 
“Douchebag.” 
“Lardass.” 
“Boy-band reject.” 


“Hey. Too far.” Justin joked slightly. He had expected Chie to laugh along, but 
instead she simply pulled him towards her, planting a kiss on his lips. And for a 
while, they just sat there; exchanging a passionate kiss with each other. 


Justin wouldn’t have it any other way. 


